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were veteran Norwegian whalers, men who had been brought up
in the ice and who had all been in the Ross Sea before, not once but
many times.
There were anecdotes to tell about the Norwegian doctor we
had signed on for the expedition. On our three cruises into the Ant-
arctic we had queer luck with our doctors, as my story will show.
This one, who hailed from Oslo, was a serious, well-meaning man
who at least could produce the diploma of an M.D. On the way
south through the Atlantic, Bernt Balchen developed a touch of
appendicitis, and it was hazardous for him to go into the ice in
that condition. Therefore, the Wyatt Earp put into Cape Town,
South Africa, for Balchen to undergo an operation.
Our faithful medico saw him through it as far as he could,
accompanying the pilot to the hospital, standing by while he went
under the ether, and marching with the stretcher into the operating-
room. Then at the sight of the first incision he fainted dead away.
Fortunately, there was nothing else that ever required his profes-
sional attention. Once in the Ross Sea I asked him for formalin
in which to preserve some fish specimens. He gave me a handful
of moth-balls!
The Wyatt Earp reached Dunedin on November 9, and there she
stayed about a month, refuelling, taking aboard the final supplies,
and giving the men a rest from the sea. We provisioned her for
two years, allowing for eighteen men, and her fuel tanks held
enough oil for ninety days' steaming. On December 10, 1933, we
sailed from Dunedin for the Bay of Whales. My wife and her
mother went back to the States to watch the outcome from there.
VI   A SET-BACK
T
HE little Wyatt Earp, 135 feet long and drawing fifteen
feet of water, soon showed me what a wonderful sea-boat
she was. We were scarcely out of sight of New Zealand
when we ran into a terrific storm and for three days had the wildest
sea we experienced all the time we were in the Far South. The

